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word and a sign, and by a graphic and exalted panto-
mime ambushed and captured our emotions.

"His mind was clear and tranquil as a mountain lake,
its quiet depths reflecting all the varied beauty of the
bending skies. He had the gift of epitome. The men
who knew him best valued his estimate, not only of
the things in his own profession, but of any notable
event or deed or tendency. Often his spontaneous
comment on a cabled utterance or act laid stress upon
the word or moment that next day served as captions
for the significant review. The printed thought of the
leading statesman, the outlook of the financier, the de-
cision of the commanding soldier, or the vision of the
poet found kinship in his sympathy, not because he
strove tiptoe to apprehend its elevation, but because his
spirit was native to that plane."

Coincident with the New York funeral, services were
held at Los Angeles at the instigation of Maude Adams;
at San Francisco under the sponsorship of John Drew;
at Tacoma at the behest of Billie Burke; at Providence
under the direction of Julia Sanderson, Donald Brian,
and Joseph Cawthorn. Thus a nation-wide chain of
grief linked the stars of the Frohman heaven.

Nor did foreign lands fail to render homage to the
memory of Charles Frohman. A memorial was held at
St.-Martins-in-the-Pields, in London, almost within
stone's-throw of the Duke of York's Theater, in which
he took so much pride. In the presence of a distin-
guished company that included the chivalry and flower
of the British theater, the sub-deacon of St. Paul's
conducted services for the self-made American who had
risen from advance-agent to be the theatrical master
of his times.
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